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through the village to the Old Inn. Kept by Mary Mundy, a
genuine Cornish Celt, and a good specimen of one, impulsive
warm-hearted, excitable, demonstrative, imaginative, eloquent!
We went into a sitting room upstairs, unpacked the hampers,
and ordered dinner to be ready when we came back in an hour's
time. The sitting room was over the stable and we heard the horses
stamping underneath. The window looked out over a waving field
of reddening wheat which grew close up to the cottage wall, and
the swaying ears of which were not far below the window sill.
[A walk is described.]
The kdies had not come in when we returned to the Old Inn
and we had to wait dinner for them a long time. At length they
appeared scarlet and almost exhausted, for the heat was tremendous
and they had followed us over the cliffs, finishing up by losing their
way, struggling across country over fences and through standing
corn. They were almost too much exhausted to eat, and we were
dekyed until kte in the afternoon.
At last we got off and drove to Kynance Cove. The carriage was
left on the moors (or 'CrofY as it is called here) above, and we
scrambled down into die Cove. The tide was ebbing fast and it
was nearly low water. We wandered about through the Dining
Room and Drawing Room Caves, and among the huge Serpentine
Clifis and the vast detached rocks which stand like giants guarding
the Cove. I never saw anything like the wonderful colour of the
serpentine rocks, rich, deep, warm, variegated, mottled and streaked
and veined with red, green and white, huge blocks and masses of
precious stone marble on every side, an enchanted cove, the palace
of the Nereids.
La one of the Serpentine shops at the Lizard there was a storied
Cornish Chough. He is an elegantly shaped bkck bird cleanly made
with red or orange beak and legs. He is very rarely found now even
along the Cornish Cliffs.
Saturday, 23 July
Mrs. H. has two pet toads, which live together in a deep hole in
the bottom of a stump of an old tree. She feeds them with bread
crumbs when they are, at home, and they make a funny litde
plaintive squeaking noise when she calls them. Sometimes they are
from home especially in the evenings.

